Retreat
WE spent a few more days between Brussels
and Lille. Every evening the suburbs
of Lille were bombed. It was not very
violent or very frightening. But sinister rumours
were going the rounds. English officers were tact-
fully silent when I approached, for they were talking
of the disasters that had befallen the French Army at
Sedan, disasters of which I still knew nothing.
When I got the news I was at first loth to attach any
importance to it. When anybody said anything to
me about it I replied:
'Oh yes, it may well be that a few isolated tanks
have got through, but what does it matter? They'll
be destroyed sooner or later* They're in a far more
dangerous position than we are.*
But each day the tanks went on advancing and we
began to suspect that the situation of the armies in
the north might soon become critical. On the iyth
May we received orders to fall back on Arras.
There we found the Welsh Guards organizing the
defence of the city. At all its entrances there were
now barricades, sandbag ramparts, and anti-tank
rifles.